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When Clouds Roll In 


Author's Notes: 


Not complaining that | had to look at those photos! 
Inspiration | 


Inspiration 2 


The axe swung down and split the log clean in two. Grabbing another chunk of wood, Dave did the same, the 


single piece of wood becoming two. 


Behind him stood a sixty foot, fifth wheel RV that had, up until two days previously, been towed by a bright 
red, big rig tractor. The tractor was now parked to one side and the RV was set up, its slides poking out from 
the sides and an awning stretching along its entire length. They were parked up amid swathes of tall Red 


Woods, their tall canopies seeming to disappear in to the sky above them. 


The RV, and a secluded camping ground, had been Dave's dream for as long as he could remember. He'd wanted 
a place to escape to, one where no one could find him and where, for a few days, he could be alone with his 
lover. On a whim, he'd purchased the RV and the tractor, driven them to his house and surprised Taylor. 
Which, considering the screaming and the demands to know exactly how Dave had got something so big up the 


narrow and winding driveway, had been more fun than actually buying it. 


Running away from life was more fun than he'd expected. They were so far out in the wilds that phone signals 
were non-existent and they were buried so deep in the camp ground that they hadn't seen another person 
since they'd arrived. With the tall trees and greenery that surrounded them, Dave felt as though they were in 


heaven. 


Picking up another log, he placed it on the block and swung the heavy axe downward. If he had to do life over 
again, this would be his choice. Just Taylor and the open road and picking up jobs here and there to support 
themselves. 


"Dave..." 


Resting the axe against his shoulder, he looked up and found Taylor pushing his bike up through the trees. The 
younger man had taken off a couple of hours earlier to explore the area. With his bike leaning against his hip, 


his eyes were sweeping over Dave and, much to Dave's delight, his baggy shorts were tightening. 


Had he dressed in nothing but cargo shorts and a sleeveless tshirt on purpose? Maybe but it also made 


cutting logs easier. 


"You look." Taylor walked closer before dumping his bike on the ground. His hands reached out and stroked over 
Dave's tight and glistening biceps. "Fuckin! good enough to eat." 


With the axe still on his shoulder, Dave grinned and leaned in for a kiss. "Hello to you, too. Good ride?" 


Taylor melted in to the kiss. "Perfect. So beautiful out there." 


‘Mmmhmm. | can imagine." Leaning the axe against the wooden block, he wrapped his sweaty and aching arms 
around the younger man and pulled him close. Taylor's erection pressed against his thigh and the drummer 
rolled his hips. Dave smiled and ran his hands down to Taylor's ass. "You feel good. Gonna keep doing that?" 


The drummer mumbled something incoherent and began to return the kiss. It quickly turned from sweet and 
soft to deep and dirty, both men moaning as the blonde man rubbed himself against Dave's thigh. Dave 
clutched him close, one arm tight around Taylor's back while his free hand squeezed and kneaded the smaller 
man's pert ass. It was over in a matter of moments, Taylor stiffening and sighing in to the kiss as his cock 


throbbed against Dave's thick thigh. 


The first drop hit the bridge of his nose and slowly made its way south. With his head still reeling from 
Taylor's assault, Dave tilted his head back and looked at the sky. In the few moments that they'd been fooling 
around, the weather had drawn in and thick, black clouds had hidden the beautiful summer's sky. 


A second drop hit his sweaty shoulder and Dave shivered with delight. The rains were coming, something he 
enjoyed about as much as playing music. Sitting beside a window and watching rain fall was a way for him to 


relax and allow his overactive brain to wander. Bonus points if it was a cold day and he could wrap himself in a 


blanket and drink hot coffee at the same time. 


Thunder rumbled in the distance and another shiver flashed along Dave's spine. The first two raindrops were 
being to turn in to a heavy downpour and, as Taylor tossed his bike under the awning, Dave looked down at his 
pile of freshly chopped wood. 


"The wood!" he called to Taylor. "Open up one of the storage doors and we'll throw it all in there for now. I'll 


build a proper place for it tomorrow." 


A proper place would probably be a tarp under the RV or somewhere a little more covered than the awning. 
As much as he wanted to stay out in the wild forever, life demanded that, in little over a week, he had to be 
back in the office. But plans were afoot to escape as often as possible. Dave hoped that, one day, people 
wouldn't notice that he'd disappeared. 


Grabbing armfuls of wood, Dave darted between the RV and the pouring rain. In a matter of moments, he was 


soaked, his clothes stuck to his skin and his hair blinding him. 
"Taylor! A little help, please?!" 


The blonde man dashed out from beneath the awning and began to pick at the pile of wood. The rain had come 
from nowhere, getting in to their eyes and turning their clothes in to lead jackets. Dave felt his feet slide from 
beneath him and, for one heart stopping moment, he was sure that he felt his ankle give way. 


Skidding under the awning, he tossed the wood in to the RV and leaned heavily against the vehicle. Taking 
several deep breaths, he tentatively tested his right leg, feeling for any pain or signs of damage. When nothing 
flared through him, he took off back out in to the rain and to his pile of precious wood. 


Limping back to the RV, he hissed and muttered to himself, cursing the weather that he normally loved so 
much. Seattle had been the same. Depressing as all get out in winter but the perfect time to hibernate and do 
some woodshedding. He'd loved nothing more than to spend a long, rainy evening sitting in the window with a 


notebook against his knees. 


With water running down his body, Dave made one last trip and heaved the last few logs in to the RV. Taylor, 
his face lined with concern, was standing at the door, a pile of towels in his hands. Grabbing the top one, Dave 
rubbed the water from his face before pulling himself in to the safety of their temporary home. 


"s the middle of summer," he moaned. "I was expecting that to be a bit warmer." 


His skin tingled with the cold and he allowed Taylor to wrap him a large, fluffy towel. Strong hands began to 
roam over him, soaking up the water and warming his suddenly cold body. His clothes clung to him, hindering 
his movements and feeling uncomfortable. Pulling back, Dave stripped the shirt over his head and tossed the 
sodden fabric in to pile on the kitchen floor. 


Grabbing another towel, he wrapped it around Taylor's shoulders and looked in to his lover's hazel eyes. Taylor 
looked sad, as though the rain had washed the joy from his heart. With a little smile, Dave leaned in and gave 


him a kiss. 
"What's with the sad eyes? Got nothing to be sad about, baby." 


Taylor's lips twitched upwards in to a little smile and he pressed himself closer. His damp arms went around 


Dave's towel-covered shoulders and he purred in to the kiss. 
"Just don't like being wet, that's all” 


"That it, huh?" Dave grinned. "Well, come on. Let's get dried off and warmed up. Would hate to see you feeling 


sad all afternoon" 


He pulled away to undo and kick down his shorts. There was nothing worse than wet material. It was more 
clingy than post-sex Taylor and, unlike post-sex Taylor, it didn't feel great against the skin. Dave grunted and 
yelled as he hopped around the narrow interior of the kitchen. Once one leg was out, he huffed, dropped to the 
couch and pulled the second one off. Like his shirt, the shorts were slung into a corner of the tiled floor to be 
dealt with later. His sneakers quickly followed his shorts, hitting a cupboard door before falling on to the pile of 
clothes. 


Dave got back to his feet and walked back to Taylor. The younger man was struggling with the godawful fabric 
of his shorts. 


"Stand still," Dave softly ordered. 


Kneeling down, he grabbed hold of the waistband and yanked the khaki coloured shorts down to Taylor's ankles. 
He took Taylor's hand and placed it on his own shoulder so that the younger man had something to hold on to 
as he stepped free of his sodden clothes. 


Dave found himself hauled back to his feet and towels were wrapped around his still-shivering body. The 
sadness that had tinged Taylor's expression was melting away as the younger man stepped behind him. Strong 
hands began to glide over his body, the towels soaking up any excess dampness and the warmth doing other 
things to him. He purred and let his head fall forward, his dark hair stringing over his face. 


"Feels good, T," he murmured. "Don't stop." 


"Not planning on it" 


Soft lips touched his shoulder before making their way to the base of his neck His hair was pushed away and 
the gentle kisses continued up his neck. Dave allowed himself to relax, safe in the knowledge that Taylor's 
strong arms were holding him. Beneath the towel, his cock began to stir and he moaned softly as Taylor 
shifted and wrapped his fingers around the base. 


"You want this?" the drummer murmured in his ear. 
Dave gave a little nod and closed his eyes. "Please." 


With the towel still wrapped around his cock, Taylor began to slowly stroke him. The thick fabric, with just an 
edge of roughness from overwashing, felt incredible and Dave let a long, low moan escape from his lips. His 

cock pulsed and shifted against his lover's hand, growing ever harder with every passing stroke. Behind him, he 
felt Taylor shift the thick white fabric and press his own erection against Dave's now-exposed ass cheeks. The 


younger man shifted his hips, leaving circles of pre-come in his wake. 


For Dave, it was like nothing that they'd ever done before. Normally he was in a race to the finish line, that 
heady rush threatening to break over him at any moment. All he wanted was to feel the pleasure over and 
again until he blacked out. To be held and teased by his lover was a new experience, one that wasn't entirely 


unpleasant. 

"Taylor," he whispered. 

The younger man hummed in to his neck, his teeth nibbling at Dave's spine as he grip tightened on the front 
man's dick. Taylor's cock shifted against his ass cheeks before sliding between them. Dave moaned and 
tightened, giving Taylor something to move against. 

"Yeah," the younger man sighed, "like that, Dave. | really like that." 

"Feels good." 

"Sure does. Gonna let me do this more often?" 

Swallowing around the lump in his throat, Dave lifted his head and nodded. He was weak in Taylor's arms, 
submissive and willing to do whatever his lover wanted him to do. Taylor could have bent him over and taken 
him there and then. But he had a feeling that the blonde man had other ideas. Ideas that involved teasing him 
until he cried out and unloaded himself in to the towel. 

Taylor's movements were so slow that Dave could feel tears prickling his eyes. He wanted to take over, to take 


control, and to be the one that brought about his own orgasm. But there and then, in that moment as the 


storm raged overhead, his body wasn't his own. It was Taylor's to control. Taylor's to touch and stroke and 


squeeze and pinch. Taylor's to say when and how that blissful bolt of pleasure would be. 


The younger man continued to stroke, his fingers twisting over the head of Dave's towelled cock. Dave could 
feel his own pre-come gathering in the fabric, the patch growing with every passing moment. Taylor continued 
to slide in and over his ass, the head of his cock teasing Dave's tiny entrance before moving to the swell of 
cheeks. 


Dave could feel his orgasm knotting in his groin. His sighs turned to tiny grunts and he rocked in to Taylor's 
hand. The younger man's hand continued on its journey, twisting and squeezing in all the right spots. Sparks 


burst in front of his eyes and his body tightened. 
"Taylor." 


Those lips, plump and warm, nibbled at the base of his neck while those strong hands tortured him a little 
more. With a final squeeze at the base of his cock, Dave cried out as his seed soaked the towel. His body 
trembled and he struggled to stand, leaning heavily against Taylor as he did. Behind him, he heard Taylor groan 
and his warm come pulse against his ass and back. The younger man's arm tightened around him and his 


fingers continued to squeeze at his cock as Dave rode out his orgasm. 


With his head and vision swimming, Dave pulled away and turned to give Taylor a blissful kiss. Using the towel 
to wipe his back, Dave stumbled through the RV and fell face first down on to the bed. His still sensitive cock 


twitched as he rolled his hips and Dave let out an inadvertent moan. 


"Looks good" The bed depressed beside him and a hand, one that he knew so well, came to rest in the small of 
his back. "Keep doing it" 


He did as he was asked, rolling his hips against the bed linen and reawakening his cock. He was in overload, 
wound up and horny and in need of another release. The younger man stretched out beside him, his hand 


coming to rest on Dave's ass. 
"You look so fuckin’ hot, D. | wanna see you come again." 


Dave groaned and buried his face into the pillows. His hips continued to shift, his cock and balls bouncing as he 
lifted himself up before plunging them back against the welcoming bed. 


"Use a pillow," Taylor whispered in his ear. "Let me see you fuck a pillow and come all over it. Want to see you 


unload and see the mess you make." 


Dave didn't even bother to look up as he reached out and grabbed one of the many plump pillows that were 
dotted across their bed. Lifting his hips, he shoved the pillow beneath himself before straddling it. Taylor's 
fingers crawled all over him, squeezing first one ass cheek and then the other. Dave was lost in the moment, 
his head swirling as he fucked the pillow. Already a pool of pre-~come had formed on the cool cotton and Dave 


could feel his second orgasm barrelling towards him. 


How long had it been since he'd felt this horny? Five years? Ten years? He was nearly fifty and yet it felt as 
though a switch had been thrown and he suddenly couldn't get enough of being touched and teased. Raising his 
ass, he silently begged Taylor to touch him some more. 


His lover didn't disappoint and a long finger swept between his ass cheeks and pressed against his puckered 
entrance. Dave gave a long, low groan and wrapped his hands around the head of the mattress as he began to 


furiously rock against his pillow. 
"In me," he murmured. "Put your fingers in me." 


Again, Taylor didn't disappoint him and his finger was soon pressed against the muscle and deep inside of Dave. 
His teeth bit at the pillows as he moaned and groaned, pushing himself back on to Taylor before rocking back 
against the bed. 


"When was the last time we did this?" Taylor asked. 


Dave shook his head and closed his eyes. Feeling Taylor's finger pressed down against his prostate was nearly 
enough to send him over the edge. Already he could feel the tremors gliding along his spine and the promise of 
another orgasm twisting through his stomach. 


Kisses were pressed to his ass and Taylor murmured, "Want me to massage it, baby? Want me to make you 


come super long and super hard until you've got nothing left to give?" 
Hair streaked his face as he shook his head. "Not now," he softly replied. "Want more. Want you in me." 


Another kiss and another thrust of that teasing finger, enough to force Dave back down to the bed. "All you 


have to do is ask. | haven't been inside of you for years, Dave. Why don't we do that more often?" 


He tried to shrug and found that his body was too weak to respond. All that it wanted was to reach orgasm 


and pass out. 


As Taylor pulled away, he continued to move, his hips rolling up and thrusting back down. His cock trembled 


with each pass over the linen and Dave prayed that release would be quick and pleasurable. 


Warm gel was applied to his ass and Taylor wasted no time in preparing him before kneeling up between his 
legs. When he felt the head of his lover's cock press against his entrance, Dave took a deep breath. The pain 
was sharp but was over in moments. Dave lay still as Taylor adjusted to being inside of him. The younger man 


was gasping and his hands were wrapped firmly around Dave's hips. 


"You feel so good, baby. So fuckin’ good So fuckin' tight. I'd forgotten how good this was. Can we do this again 


at some point, please?" 


Dave could do little more than lift his head and nod. Sweat slicked his skin and his hair was sticking to his face. 
But he made no move to brush it away. Instead, he dropped his head back to the pillows and began to rise and 
fall as his lover began to give him a long-overdue fucking. 


His fingers tore at the bed as Taylor hammered away at him, his own hips bouncing against the pillow. Dave 
could feel his pre-come against his stomach, damp and sticky and a promise of what was to come. His voice 
was peaking as he screamed to his lover, calling his name and begging him for more. Suddenly he didn't want 
the moment to end Above them, the rain continued to pound on the roof almost as though it was keeping time 


with the two men on the bed. 
"Fuck, Dave. Fuck. This is good. So good. | don't want it to fuckin’ end. Want to do this forever." 


Dave nodded. "You feel good, T. I'd forgotten how good you feel. You're right" His eyes were heavy and his body 
was becoming ever more desperate for release. "We need to do this more often" He panted and licked his lips. 
"Close. So fuckin’ close." 


Taylor's cock continued to press against his prostate and Dave could feel his head going in to free fall. In that 


moment, his world contained nothing but the man he loved and the insane drive for pleasure. 


Taylor's fingers dragged over his flank before he pulled his hand back and gave Dave's ass a sharp slap. Dave 
hissed as the pain flared through him and arched his hips from the bed. Another slap caught his left cheek, 
causing Dave to mewl and press himself back down. Soon.. Soon his world would explode in that haze of 


pleasure. 


Taylor's hand returned to his ass, squeezing and kneading the cheeks. "Don't bite the pillow. | wanna hear you 


scream my name." 


He had no plans to do such a thing. They were alone in the middle of the forest. No one was going to hear him 
scream. Oh, there had been a few times when there had been threats to call the police because of Dave's 


vocal gymnastics during sex. So much so that Taylor had taken to gagging him with whatever piece of clothing 
had been closest to hand. 


But not this time. Dave was going to be as loud and as vocal as he wanted. His voice was already beginning to 
pitch as he cried out to Taylor, begging the younger man to give it to him hard, to not stop, to keep spanking 
him, to go deeper, go longer. He wanted to feel all that Taylor had to offer. It had been years since Taylor had 
last been inside of him; that wasn't a lie. And, in that time, the drummer had gained so much more experience, 


picking up moves that even Dave didn't know about. 


Dave bucked as he exploded across the pillow. Taylor's name tore from his lips and his body shook with the 


pleasure that coursed through him. As he twitched and moaned ropes of semen continued to spray across the 


bed. 


With the breath knocked from his lungs, Dave sank to the bed, not caring about the puddle of semen that he 


found himself lying in. Again, he was Taylor's plaything, mewling and panting until the younger man pushed 
himself in as deep as he could go. Warmth flooded through Dave as he heard the drummer hiss his name 


through gritted teeth. 
They lay there for a moment as they caught their breath, the world sliding around them until it once more 
settled. Once he was free of Taylor, Dave rolled on to his side and kicked the now soiled pillow to the floor. 


That, like their clothes, could be dealt with later. 


He shifted on to his back and smiled dreamily up at the younger man. How many times had he done that? How 
many times had he taken a moment to stop and look at his beautiful lover? 


Opening his arms, he beckoned Taylor closer. The drummer lay over him, his head tucked beneath Dave's chin 
and his arm draped over the older man's chest. Dave reached for the once-spotless white blankets and pulled 
them around their bodies. 

"What just happened?" Taylor quietly asked, 

"Fresh air? Trees? Rain? No one watching us?" Dave chuckled softly. "Who the fuck knows but it was 
awesome." He leaned closer and pressed a kiss to Taylor's head. "We really should do that again. What do you 


wanna do now?" 


The younger man stretched and yawned before snuggling closer. Dave could feel the drummer's body becoming 


heavier as he began to relax. 

"Sleep." 

Giving Taylor a squeeze, Dave closed his eyes. "Sounds like a plan. Love you." 
"Love you, too. To the moon and back" 


It was true; he couldn't have wished for a better moment. Couldn't have wished for a better person to spend 


a horny, sticky afternoon with. 


Dave could feel sleep washing over him, sleep that was driven by the still pounding rain. Through the open 
windows he could smell the damp, clear air and hear the distant rumbles of thunder. One day. One day they'd 
escape to the woods permanently. 


